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The aspect of so many harnessed figures naturally stimulated in
my mind those ideas of chivalry, which, for some time, since I had
commenced the reading of old romances, were filling my imagina-
tion.
" Koppen's translation of Jerusalem Delivered at length fell
into my hands, and gave these wandering thoughts a settled direc-
tion. The whole poem, it is true, I could not read,• but there
were pieces of it which I learned by heart, and the images ex-
pressed in these hovered round me. Particularly was I captivated
with Clorinda, and all her deeds and bearing. The masculine
womanhood, the peaceful completeness of her being, had a greater
influence upon my mind, just beginning to unfold itself, than the
factitious charms of Armida, though the garden of that enchant-
ress was by no means an object of my contempt.
" But a hundred and a hundred times, while walking in the
evenings on the balcony which stretches along the front of the
house, and looking over the neighbourhood, as the quivering
splendour streamed up at the horizon from the departed sun, and
the stars came forth, and night pressed forward from every cleft
and hollow, and the small shrill tone of the cricket tinkled through
the solemn stillness,—a hundred and a hundred times have I
repeated to myself the history of the mournful duel between
Tancred and Clorinda.
" However strongly I inclined by nature to the party of the
Christians, I could not help declaring for the Paynim heroine with
all my heart, when she engaged to set on fire the great tower of
the besiegers. And when Tancred in the darkness met the sup-
posed knight, and the strife began between them under that veil
of gloom, and the two battled fiercely, I could never pronounce
the words,
But now the sure and fated hour is nigh,
Cloiinda's course is ended, she must die!
without tears rushing into my eyes, which flowed plentifully, when
the hapless lover, plunging his sword into her breast, opened the
departing warrior's helmet, recognised the lady of his heait, and,
shuddering, brought water to baptise her.
" How did<my heart run over, when Tancred struck with his
sword that tree in the enchanted wood; when blood flowed from
the gash, and a voice sounded in his ears, that now again he was
wounding Clorinda; that destiny had marked him out ever ra-
wiitingly to injure what he loved beyond all else!

